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the inmates, I be^an in visit, them, first to gala their confidence and then to restart them in the difficult world, at least made easier to them by the possession of a friend who eared about what they did. At that time the Loek wards were underground, and no classification other than that demanded on medical grounds \\as attempted. .Into these I plunged with the ignorance and; enthusiasm of twenty-four years, dominated by the faith that no girls liked being wicked, that they had only adopted evil ways inadvertently or under compulsion, and that, they uould gladly Duller hardship and enjoy discipline so as to become good. Slowly I learnt the truth. I had arrived at woman's estate in a. condition of almost incredible innocence, and >ins, now known, alas ! to all playgoers and novel readers of any age, were to me unimagined. To learn the facts of sex lawlessness through the channel of the rude uord " and impure minds of the women in the underground Lock vtanls of the- Whilechapel Infirmary mude me ill, but- I was absorbingly interested in the individual girls and never wi-v'ed my weekly visit.
For the lir>! year or fuo ffte work was done without* official recognition, hut later Mr. Vallance, the Clerk to the Board, thought it desirable that <h<« Guardians should know of it, and so records were rendered, Tin* first* one, March IS77,1 ntates that in the preceding twelve months eighty-one women and girls had been seen, and sixty placed out., of whom twelve uere supporting their children who wero formerly on the rates. As I read the* report, of work long Kince forgotten 1 fecal! many of the Sarahs and. tho Margarets and the Kitten, there denoted only by initials, and Home of the events that, those short official, sentences cover.
Drifili }uvi lit-t'ii fijj;!  itiiifu;'  in<mjtTt'-i f.nlii.t1;,    Shr ^olrrunly took  tho plf*tj#f ittul li>ir* ii*'j»f  if.
And behind the \vord-- I can sec A*/ncs (J , aged twenty-nix, in tlie rough u«irkiiou-e uniform, kneeling in the little dining room at the Vicarage, and 1 can hear my husband's beautiful voice leading u>-- in prayer, I remember her scribbled signature all bltiwd \\ith tier tears, and can feel her kiss of gratitude when, flic little ceremony ended, I took her out to the hall, where sat the poor old pauper man Bent to convoy her back to the uurkhotise.
** Here ye bt\ my Ia>*M«'," he N't id, anxious to comfort her,